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STONE MY COO

I write poems

on stones

for they whisper

deep into my soul

the unassailable truth*

of recondite Reality*

Stone was born

long before man,

the flora and fauna

air,  water

before any life was ever born'*-

Creations,  destructions,

mutations, all the events

that took place in time,

thousands

millions, billions

trillions of years ago

provide the measure of time

but

1 beseech the silent stone

to tell me

when the Time was born.